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BRITISH DRAMATISTS, ARISE! 


What? In the finest city of the first 
quarter of the world, where mind cellects 
her forms, and heaven towering intellect 
in peaceful rhapsody close nettles; in stir- 
ring London, whence in bright effulgence 
emanates’ full ray of never-dying genius 
aspiring beyond dull Time to confines , of 
Eternity ; in this magnificent and unsur- 
passed metropolis, model for ages yet un- 
born; shall it be said we have no drama- 
tists? 

Is it because we are to have no more 
such ‘bright, particular stars’ as Shaks- 
peare, therefore we are to ignore every 
new comer altogether? Becanse the sun 
doesn’t cheer by day is it wisdom to re- 
fuse the less regal moon at night? 


Managers, arouse yourselves from such 
unseemly dotage ; if not sternly classical, 
at least be patriotic and encourage native 
talent. 


O, British Dramatist, is all your inge- 
nuity annulled, a/d your humour fled? 
What is the matter, that out of every 
dozen so-called ‘ new’ pieces, ten are more 
or less, copies? You may pounce’ upon 
an old oil painting if you will, and daub 
and freshen it to your heart's content: 
but bless you, don’t you perceive however 
much you twist the matter, your work is 
not original—and do you vainly presume 
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glory ever has or ever will condescend to 
throw its matchless halo around aught but 
downright profound originality ? 

A pretty sample truly; your foreigner 
comes over, hies him to the theatre, 
brushes up his memory, and. exclaims, 
“bless my soul, I remember this sort of 
thing somewhere in Paris.” 

English play-wrights seem so tractable 
they are content to play the idle school- 
boy ; will let a more active boy do their 
sum, and then take it up to their master 
as their own ! 

French—why everything’s French, and 
the worst of the matter, into the bargain 
French immorality comes tripping along 
as brazen-faced as possible, 

Are not managers like sieves?’ Their 
discretion separating the husks from the 
corn ; yet it grows proverbial there's more © 
dross in their basket than sterling article. 
So that of a verity, the trite adage of ‘ mo- 
ney is the root of all evil,’ is brought home 
with a vengeance; for Mammon’s sake 
managerial sway instead of correcting, 
stoops to public ignorance and public in- 
mate depravity. But what are the play- 
wrights obout to submit to this? Let 
them strike; not for paltry money con- 
siderations only, but in the name, and as 
the champions, of supreme old English 
Drama, 


Me thinks the very lustre of poetic, true 
dramatic excellence would so illume this 
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valliant band, that vile, degraded horror- 
mongers and specious moral-killers would 
quail before the terribly-ruguss simplicity 
of purity and lofty-mindedness; oh, for a 
fan of sweeping might to purge the tainted 
temple! 

Like a giant refreshed from his sleep, 
your loins girt about you, the sword of 
sound judgment unsheathed—hew and cut, 
cut and hew till the tree of corruption is 
crushed and laid low in the dust of foul 
clod whence it sprang. 

Sneer as money-grubbing goldworms 
may ; laugh as shallow-pated worldlings 
do; smile as dormant cynics may; wor- 
ship £. s. d. as sordid hucksters do ; give 
in as down-trodden authors may—of a 
surety; sooner or later, now or to come, 
this minute or the next, French trifles 
shall be cast away from among us, and 
consigned (eternally) to deathsome and 
unhonoured perpetuity of wise reproach. 

And from this dreaded sepulchre never 
more shall it emerge; England is too 

roud a nation to remain subject to the 
oathsome vassalage of foreign laxity of 
morals, Too much has been already 'to- 
lerated; mild persuasion emanating from 
a gentleness of heart, has proved abortive ; 
clever sarcasm clothed in biting verbiage 
has also failed her mission—and now, at 
this the eleventh hour, since lightning’s 
of fiery swiftness have clept. managerial 
thrones in vain, there yet remains, in 
gloomy and portentous a reserve, the aw- 
ful and earth-splitting thunder. 

Arise then, British Dramatists, assert 
fair England’s cause, now tarnished by 
Parisian clouds of plausible demoralization ; 
replume your iron pens, blot out the 
dingy yast and make atonement in bright 
Future. 

Then shall your labours be repaid not 
only in money or in money's worth, but 
as the grateful shower that so invigorates 
the drooping herb, the memory ot jour 
honest writings in dear Virtue’s calendar 
shall so refiesh, you, not all the plaudits of 
a'crowded throng hailing your approach, 
nor all the mines of rich-veined earth a- 
massed within your coffers, shall so un- 


happy thought that whilst othe:s were con- 
tent to waste their talents on a leporous 
soil—you, singly and in simpleness of 
trust, not looking to the right hand or the 
left, your hold upon stern perseverance, 
ploughshare to the last—that you, my 
dear brother Dramatist, scowled at per- 
chance, by sinister brethren and reviled 
by thoughtless butterflies, endured though 
with a greater love for managers and 
audience than fawning scribes who let in 
sophistry where common sense should 
reign—that you, my dear brother-Dra- 
matist, however great your shortcomings 
- who is perfect?), at all events have 

one your best in these degenerate days, 
to check the poisoneus tide, of Newgate 
tendency: and in its stead, by Heaven's 
good rid have sought the wayfarer from 
this filthy mile to a country tenfold more 
beautiful and pleasant, pure Drama's sunny 
clime. 

Sound the alarum then, both above and 
below, on housetop, the road and the 
mart; from near end of old England to 
furthest nich in her realm, throughout 
palace and cot, green lane and broad walk, 
shout the tidings afar till Reform heaves 
her surge of commotion, corruption crawls 
licking the dust,— British Drama has shoox 
off her trauce ! 

Hail then, the glorious epoch, sage 
statesman and juge of grave robe,—Bri- 
tish Dramatists, rouse you, arise ! 

CEcIL PEMBROKE. 





METROPOLITAN THEATRES. 





Drury LanE.—We are glad to see 
this theatre open again for opera, under a 
new management; the company consists 
of the very first rate artists and a continu- 
ation of the best operas will be produced, 
amongst which will be revived Semira- 
mide, which is to be brought forward in 
a manner worthy of the great composer. 
Madame Caradori will sustain the princi- 
pal female character. The ballet rt- 
ment will be augmented very considerably 
and several of our best native artists have 





feignedly and ‘calmly nerve you as the 


been added to the t&lented corps. 
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HAYMARKET.—This house has been 
well attended since our last notice. The 

rformances consisting of the drama of 
The Old Chateau, supported by the 
strength of the company with the national 
dances of the fascinating Senora Perea 
Nena and the troupe of Spanish dancers, 
concluding with the laughable farce of 
As Like as Two Peas, will be repeated 
every evening during the week. Her 
Majesty and His Royal Highness Prince 
Albert honoured this theatre with their 
presence on Friday evening. 


Sranparv.—Mr. Wright's engage- 
ment has been extended to six nights 
longer at this house. He has been play- 
ing during the week in the popular pieces 
of Binks the Bagman, Exchange No 
Robbery, A Lesson for Lovers, and 
The Weaver's Wife. Mr. Wright has 
been more successfal in drawing large 
audiences at this house, than any other he 
has been engaged at since he left the 
Adelphi. He is well supported by a ta- 
Jented company, We observe Mr. 'T. 
Lee, the delineator of Irish characters is 
engaged for a limited number of nights. 


Otympic.—The season closed on Friday 
when Mr. Wigan delivered an address, in 
which he stated that his first magerial 
campaign had been a complete success, 
and promised some improvements next 
reason in the ventilation, &c., of the au- 
dience portion of the theatre; in which 
respects he sets an example which we wish 
we could hope other managers would fol- 
low. Mr. Wigan deserves all the success 
he has met with. 





AMATEUR THEATRES. 





Sono.—Messrs. Edward and Charles 
Walton took their annual benefit at this 
theatre on Wednesday last ; they stepped 
out of the ordinary way in to the 
choice of pieces, playing first Mr. Buck- 
stone’s drama the Dream at Sea, The 
Honeymoon, and the burlesque of Bom- 
bastes Furioso, a tolerable quantity for 
one evening. Mr, E. Walton played the 


villain Black Ralph with great melo-dra- 
matic effect and elicited frequent and well- 
deserved applause ; the dying scene was 
well managed and had quite a reality a- 
bout it. The Fisherman Launce Lynwood. 
was sustained by Mr. C. Walton, who in- 
fused into the part considerable. tora 
particularly in the last act. Mr. Blakely 
as Tommy Tinkle, was out of his line; 
genteel comedy suits him best. Mr. Rich 
rather overacted the part of Ally Croaker. 
Miss Jane Montague is at all times good 
in sentimental characters, and Ann ‘I're- | 
vanion received ample juatice at her 
hands. Biddy Nutts was made amusing 
by Miss Murrell, who evidently improves 
and Miss Baddeley did all that was re- 
quired as Margaret, indeed the drama 
went off with eclat. The Honeymoon 
was efficiently cast in every character 
the Duke by Mr. C. Walton, was a 
finished portrait of what it ought to be, 
and it is seldom we have seen Rolando 
better acted but Mr. E. Walton at thecom- 
mencement, when railing against women 
was rather prosy ; these two gentlemen 
cannot be called amateurs, having played 
so frequently on the regular boards. Mr, 
Rich, as the Mock Duke, was funny and 
made the audience laugh, but he did not 
stick to the text : however he pleased the 
generality of the audience, The little i 
of Lopez was made the most of by Mr. 
Mowbray, and Baltazar was played with 
intelligence by Mr. Shirley. Miss C. 
Grosvenor was the Juliana and entered 
into the spirit of the haughty lady, as 
though it was her natural character, but 
we hope she will avoid ranting, (for any- 
thing so overdone is for the pur of 
playing). Her best scenes were those in 
the cottage, which were acted with 
discrimination. Miss Baddeley looked and 
acted Zamora, with feminine grace and 
propriety, and Miss Montague was inter- 
esting. The house was respectably at. 
tended. _ 

On Monday Mr, H. Moreton took a 
benefit; the first piece was the Honey- 
moon, in which Mr. Betterton essayed 
gaain as the Duke Aranza ; we have rea- 





son to think he played better on this oc- 




















260 THEATRICAL JOURNAL. 





— > - >; 





casion that on his first attempt; all he| 
wants is practice and confidence, and if} 
he would use a little more action and at 
times speak ina more audible voice he 
would be applauded to the echo. Mr. 
Blakely played Orlando excellent, being 
both comic and gentlemanly. Mesdames 
Bulmer and Herbert, two new aspirants, 
acquitted themselves with great credit, and 
we feel assured they will succeed ulti- 
mately. Zhe Merchant of Venice fol- 
lowed and Mr. Moreton’s Shylock we con- 
sider a sad failure. Mr. Betterton as Bas 

sanio, in the casket scene was a little too 
tame, but he displayed the elements of 
elocution in a scholastic manner in the 
reading of the various tablets. Miss Guest 
as Portia, was rather too melo-dramatic, 
still it had many redeeming qualities ; our 
limits will not allow of further comment. 








GCORRESPONDENCE, 





_AS.—We are obliged by his patronizing our little work» 
Silvester Clarance, we are informed has left London. 

R.W.W.—We understand is in the country, you had 
better write to the person most connected with your last 
remark. 

A Lover of Fair Play.—When we stated that the Surrey 
Company is not complete without Borrani and Travers, it 
would seem so, they having been there so many seasons, 
and Being great favourites. 

Claude Melnotte,—1s too late for this week. 

H.C.T. Halstead.—has our thanks. 


B.W.W.—Is thank'd and has our best wishes and kind 
regards. 
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WEDNESDAY, August 16th, 1854. 


THE MODERN LITERATURE OF 
ENGLAND. 


NO. I. 
The Poet wholly absorbed in an ideal 
world, and unaccustomed. to deal with the 


actual, can see but one aspect of the 
universe, 
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The man of reality, the man of observ- 
ation whose mind rejects imaginative 
flights as the aberrations of a disordered 
intellect, can only see the outside of things. 

And for the most part our literature at 
present consists of mere idealities or 
actualities. 

We shall commence the present pre- 
liminary article, with the prospective idea 
of introducing a series of analytical essays 
on literature in general, with a brief in- 
quiry into the state of contemporary 
literature of an imaginative description in 
this country ; and in connexion with the 
subject, it will be imperative to discuss the 
merits of some of our principal writers. 

And first let us ask who are the finest 
writers, 

Some critics, tainted with the vicious 
pseudo, Germanism of a cloudy transcend- 
entalism, who resolutely reject the dismal 
conviction of their incapacity for writing 
readable books, are impressed with the 
notion that greatness is seen but by few, as 
the heavens and the alphini altitudes are 
not to be explored by the common eye. 
These critics are so unintelligible in their 
depth that it would be well, instead of 
groping in the caverns of their souls, if 
some safety lanterns, some lighthouses on 
the sea, or some landmarks in the shape of 
marginal references and notes were ap- 
pended to their philosophy. We are 
compelled to ignore the philosophy of 
the clouds; howbeit we reject flimsy 
articles, without pith or marrow, which 
are calculated to bring into disrepute 
everything of a lofty character. 

The genius which is so profound that 
it is unable to make itself clear to an 
ordinary capacity is, @ fortiori, an im- 
perfect genius. 

We assert this without fear of contra- 
diction ; but 1¢ must not be supposed as 
a corollary from these premises, that there 
are not fine minds “ caviare to the 
general. Shelley is little liked by ordi- 
nary readers of poetry, and even inferior 
geniuses, such as Browning and his wife, 
are relished but by one in twenty or 
| thirty. On the other hand Dickens and 
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Thackeray are generally popular. 
we then say that Oliver ‘lwist and Vanity | 
Fair, are greater works than the Cenci 
and Kellat. 

This is not our meaning. The defici- 
ency of the popular element is not 
necessarily a deficiency of intellect or 
of power. But the genius which, though 
it grasps at infinity and grapples in its 
strength with the enigmas of human 
destiny, is able to discard to those touches 
of nature that male the whole world kin. 
and in the midst of those startling 
revelations of the inner mystery of our 
being, sustains unbroken the thread of a 
high argument, a genius united to a c/ear 
perception and a strong common sense, 
is that which is most able to bear the 
weight of centuries, and to permeate the 
hearts and minds of mankind. 

Surely this genius is greater than one 
which addupes itself to a mere class, and 
that class not the highest of psychical 
students. 

There isa singular deficiency of abstract 
thought however in some of our most es- 
teemed writers, and their inability to be 
profound is not a merit but a defect, 
(Dickens for example.) Probably there 
is no man in the present century and in 
this country who has united more various 
talents than Bulwer. 

We do not hold him up as a man of 
resplendent genius; we can find more 
graphic and decided outlines of character 
in Scott, more quaint originality in Thack- 
eray, more wit in Jerrold, more pathos in 
Dickens; but Bulwer has succeeded in 
everything; and at least eminently asa 
writer of fiction. We prefer Bulwer as a 
novelist to any contemporary ; for in spite 
of pedantry, he has learning; in spite of 
affection he has considerable depth of feel- 
ing; and then what an amazing amount 
of talent, what discrimination, searching 
analysis of motives, what quick perception 
of the spirit of the age, what knowledge of 
the world, and command of subject! 

We have always thought that Bulwer 
as a novelist is what Macready was as an 


Shall and useless claptrap. Si 





actor, Admitting some glittering tinsel 
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vr Edward, when he 
soars above the meritricious tricks of art, 
addresses himself to a higher order of in- 
telligence than his contemporaries ia this 
field of literature. And whilst, as a can- 
didate for dramatic honours, we deny to 
the author of Money and Richelieu the 
dignity ofa high poetic inspiration ; though 
he lack the men’s divinior which carries 
away judgment and baffles criticism ; elab- 
orate skill and mastery of stage effect can- 
not be disputed. As a novelist then Bul- 
wer is just a degree short of greatness ; he 
may never reach intensity and grandeur ; 
but he is a fine skilful, and able artist. 
Vicror. 





PICKINCS FROM OUR LETTER BOX, 
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A REVIEW OF THE PAST SEASONS 
AT THE 
Princess's, Lyceum, Haymarket, Adel- 
phi, Olympic and Drury Lane, 
Letrer I. 

Srr.—I purpose, (as the seasons are 
drawing to a close) in a few brief letters, 
to review the past seasons at our several 
principal theatres; beginning with the 
Princess's and the Lyceum, Mr. Kean 
has undoubtedly tried his utmost to please 
the public and right-well has he succeeded 
but, still there isone thing which he would 
do well to attend to, namely, he has such 
very poor first pieces, there being no plots 
in them and about one good character ; 
such as, Married Unmarried and From 
Village to Court, but he redeems his 
character in his afterpie¢es (the other 
managers would do well» not to transfer 
them to their own stages) the Courier 
of Lyons and other such ‘piéces!being al- 
most perfect; but enough of this theatre, 
it is most decidedly the. ‘favourite! resort’ 
cf the public. Next, we will take the 
Lyceum, but I am afraid much cannot be 
said of its ‘bill’; every one must be 
heartily tired of the old .piegesythey; are 
always reviving, one only,, pHa ny: 
one goes to see such pieces.as Lyttte Tod- 
dlekins and such like, and though Lbave 
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chosen it second it most assuredly does 
not oceupy that place in ‘ public opinion.” 
I will, with your kind permission continue 
the subject next week, and in the mean- 
time, I remain, 

AMIcus, 
Brighton, Aug. 4, 1854. 





A SpantsH Dance at Virtorta. 
Think, dear reader. of the frightful anx- 
iety of two enthusiastic and romantic young 
Frenchmen about to behold, for the first 
time, a Spanish dance ... . in Spain. 
At last the curtain rose upon a scene 
which seemed to entertain a feeble desire, 
which was certainly not gratified, of being 
enchanting and fairy-like. ‘The cornets-a- 
piston played, with more fury than ever, 
and the national aance advanced in the form 
of a danecur and dunseuse, armed with a 
pair of castagnettes each. Never have I 
seen anything more sad and lamentable 
than these two miserable ruins gui ne se 
consolaient pas entre eaux: a penny thea- 
tre never bore upon its worm-eaten boards 
acouple more used-up, more worn-out, 
more toothless, more blear-eyed, more bald, 
and more dilapidated. The wretched wo- 
man, who had besmeared herself with bad 
Spanieh white, had a sky-blue complexion 
which recalled to mind the duacreontic 
picture of a person who had died of cho- 
lera, or been drowned some time; the two 
dabs of rouge that she had placed upon her 
pongeivent cheek bones, to add a little 
rilliancy to her fishy eyes that seemed as 
if they had been boiled, contrasted strongly 
with the aforesaid blue. With her veiny 
and emaciated hands she shook a pair of 
cracked castagnettes, which chattered like 
the teeth of a man who has got a fever, or 
like the wires of a skeleton in motion. 
From time to times she stretched, with a 
desperate effort, the relaxed fibres of her 
calves, and managed to raise her poor old 
baluster-looking leg, so as to produce a 
nervous little capriole, like a dead frog 
submitted to the operation of the voltaic 
battery; and for a second, to cause the up- 
per spangles of the doutful rags which 
served her fora robe, to sparkle and glis- 
ten. As for the-man, he kept fluttering a- 
bout most horribly in his own corner; he 
rose and fell flatly, like a -bat crawling upon 
ite stumps; he looked like a grave-digger 
burying himself. His forehead wrinkled 





like a boot, and his goat-like cheeks, gave 
him a most fantaStic air; if, instead of the 
castagnettes, he had only had a Gothic re- 
bec in his hands, he might have set up to 
lead the Dance of Death at Bazle. 

During all the time the dance lasted, they 
did not once raise their eyes on one another, 
it struck you that they were frightened of 
their reciprocal ugliness, and feared less 
they should burst into tears at seeing them- 
selves so old, so decrepit, and so mournful. 
The man, especially avoided his companion 
as if she had been a spider, and appeared 
to shiver in his old parchment skin every 
time the figure of the dance forced him to 
approach her. This lively bolero lasted 
five or six minutes,’after which the fall of 
the curtain put an end to the torture of 
these two wretched beings, . . and to ours, 

Gavurier’s * Spain.” 





THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
uF 
LYRIC LOVELAUGH, COMEDIAN. 


Cuapter VII. 

When Mr. Manager Portly reached his 
lodgings, and was safely housed in bed with 
Mrs. Manager Portly, the following con- 
versation took place before the worthy 
couple fell asleep. 

“* My dear, there’s to be a meeting of 
the Mudlark magistrates to morrow night 
and I am summoned to attend.” 

* What’s—that to me—y-a-w; you 
don't want to take me with you, do you ?— 
y-a-w!” said the sleeping beauty. 

“Not exactly; but I wish you to mend 
the rent in my black satin breeches,” pet- 
tishly replied the beast, my father-in-law at 
the same time giving my mother a violent 
shake, to recal her to a sense of what she 
was saying. This shake had the desired 
effect, for my mother raised herself in the 
bed, rubbed her eyes with both hands, 
tied her night-cap a little tighter, and ad- 
dressing her better half in a much milder 
tone than she was usually wont to do, said 
—** what was that you were saying, my 
love?” 

Mr. Manager Portly repeated what he 
had before said, and concluded by asking 
what the devil he was to do the next night 
having cast himself for Richmond to an a- 





mateur’s Richard. 
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‘** Make Simpson, who goes on for King 
Henry the Sixth ‘double’ for Richmon: 
my dear, and don’t distress yourself about 
the matter. If he grumbles,” coutinued my 
amiable mother, ** give him forty lengths to 
study, and cut down his salary one half.” 

“Clever woman,” said my father-in-law, 
I never thought of that. 

“« And now, said my mother, since you 
nave named the circumstance, I find 
that I shall be really too ill to go on for 
Lady Anne to morrow night, Pilberry 
sent mea strong dose this morning, and 
enjoins me not to stir out fora couple of 
days.” 

* Good heavens ! exclaimed Mr. Mana- 
ger Portly, thumping the pillow, 1 am 
ruined, I must close the theatre.” 

*“ Close the devil. Portly? What non- 
sense you are talking, continued my mother 
has’nt the Mudlark Postmaster taken a cou- 
ple of boxes for to morrow night ?” 

‘* What’s to be done? exclaimed my fa- 
ther-in-law.” 

“* Send Lyric on for the part, replied my 

mother. He’saslim youth and the no- 
velty of the performance will increase the 
attraction.” 
_ “It shall be done,” observed my father- 
in-law, and now good night, “ and so say- 
ing, Mr. Manager Portly turned on his 
side, gave Mrs. Manager Portly a kiss, and 
in a few minutes afterwards was dreaming 
of the assignation. 





CASINO DE VENICE, 
HIGH HOLBORN, 

On Saturday evening last, Mr. Hedgsman, 
the proprietor, gave a grand dress ball to his 
friends, in consequence of the new decorations 
being complete, which in point of brilliancy is 
to us indescribable ; suffice it to say, that the 
first talent in this country has been consulted, 
and no expense has been considered to produce 
the most novel and elegant appearance that can 
be imagined, indeed no person should omit see- 
ing this noble, brilliant, and superbsaloon. The 
company began to arise about 9 o’clock, and in 
an hour after the room assumed one of the most 
Fou sights to be witnessed in this country. 

e band conducted by Mr. W. M. Packer, are 
both numerous and highly efficient, and the 
compositions of the worthy conductor of a v 
superior class, to those usually heard at sue 
places ofamusement, The dancing was kept 
up till 12 @’clock, when the National Anthem 
Was played in an admirable er, amidst the 
most enthusiastic cheering of the whole company. 


The refreshments were in abundance and after 


gailed with an excellent supper, at which the 
wealthy proprietor and Mr. Packer presided. 
The best wishes of every one present were ex- 
pressed to Mr. Hedgsman, for the kindness and 
urbanity, with which that gentleman was pleased 
to show to all present upon the occasion. On 
Monday the ball room was opened to the public 
when it was extremely well attended and looked 
brilliant in the extreme. 


FLORA GARDENS, 
Wyndham Road, Camberwell. 

Managers: Messrs. Doughty, Cave and Minton. 

On Wednesday next Mr. Doughty, the 

celebrated Clown, takes his benefit here when 

a large’’ Bill of Fare” is offered for the amuse- 

ments of his patons. 

Whena clown takes his Ben, we make it arule 

To go, learn the jokes of a merriman” £oo/, 

Cause of the old adage, as o’er it we scan, 

‘To make a good Fool, must be a Clever man ; 

The next on the list, to hear him we'd go, 

In his Comic Sonys, and play his Banjo, 

If wet should come on, your Clothes you may 


save, : 
For here you'll get sheltered, by aid of the 

” Cave’ 
And lastly the great man of Business is here, 
Dealing out wine, ale porter and beer, 
With Dinners well dress’d we now throw the 

hint on, 
To Lamb and green peas you may have the 

Mint-on. ’ 

These Gardens are opened every afternoon at 
4 o'clock, (Sundays for promanade only) with a 
well selected concert, - rope dancing 5 and 
Signor Felice Nepoli, whose wonderful feats of 
strength are most surprising, his descent from 
the horizontal down the perpendicular rope, by 
the aid of the lower extremity of one leg only, 
throwing himself horizontally with no fastening 
whatever as he descends sliding down the rope, 
is the most surprising feat we ever witnessed, 
and is but one ameng the many he performs, we 
solicit our readers not to lose the treat of seeing 
him. Also appear here the wonderful and 
amusing little male and female artistes the 
Burnham Children, whose wonderful austen 2 
of character for their ages 7 and 8 is amazingly 
clever. ‘The great magician works wonders 
here, to the astonishment of all, but particularly 
the ladies. The dancing saloon (under cover) 
is open nightly free to the visitors, the fire-works 
at ten. 


SAINT GEORGE’S ARCHERY 
' GROUND.» oiycnp - 
Saint John's Wood.) +=: 

These beautiful —_ which are very 
delightfully situated in the vale on-the way 
to Edgware, and which are strictly:private, 
and belonging to a club of noblemen and 











the band had finished their labours they were ree gentlemen, known by the cognome as the 
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Knight's of Saint George, were occupied on | 'lragedian Mr. Van lenhoff and his daughter 
‘uesday last by Mr. Betty, his Son, an.d -a | @ppear for a short Period. ‘This is announced 
number of his friends. Mr. Betty, senr. | 2%": Vandenhott’s last engagement but one 
is a well-known artist in that noble science | PTCV0US aie, velivoana Tait’ Sha. Bina. 
€ evckasl i ree Queen Theatre.—We understand that Mr. 
vf archery, Ithas beena custom withhim|p BR Keani ls ‘3'T ; 
tee sak cents ‘tn tables talk. enetiond . B, Egan intends to open this ‘Theatre for 
Srienda 5 ) Re ars to mvite his particular) the Winter S:ason, onthe 3rd of September 
friends at this scason to a days diversion | with a new company and to further the comfort 
in these grounds. The company began to | and respectability ef his audience, he intends 
arrive us early as 12 o'clock, when the | the advanced seale of admission to remain un- 
sport commenced, which were continued |#tered. We have no doubt this will provea 
ull 5, when the guests partook of a sump- good speculation and one which has been long 


tuous dinner, served up in the club room, wanted, , 

which was adorned by various trophies won| OYR LITTLE CHATTER BOX. 

at all parts of the country, by the members| Mr. R. P. Johnson the successful author of 
of the club, many of ‘which bore inscrip- A Striking Legacy, (played with great success 
tions with the name of Henry West Betty. last February at the Nottingham Theatre, ) has 


After the cloth was drawn and Her Majes- just » a1 a new farce for the same establish- 
’ , 2 . , | ment. 
ty’s health was had been drank, which | 
were responded to with enthusiastic cheer- | ADVERTISEMENTS. 
‘ 
ing. ‘Lhe worthy and talented Roscius of = nn 
bye- one days am 1 th aw | oe SALOON THEATRE, Stangate, Lambeth.— 
‘s e ‘ a aa the company With | Lessee, Mr. JAMES BLIDDLES.—Under the Div 
lany laughable anecdotes ave | rection of Miss LYDIA PEARCE.—Extraordinary attrac- 
ao 8 h co and gave a re- | Ol NG .GEMENT of Mr, RYDER, the celebrated tra- 
on with so much vigour and such a| gedian, from the Princ ss’s Theatre, Oxford-street, who 
Clear pronunciatio : , . | will appear on Monday, 14th, inst., and duri: g the week, as 
I de ation, that we very much | DON CAESAR DE B \ZAN. To be tollowed by a new and 
question if it can be excelled by any actor | startling burlesque. enttled BRAVO IX. After which a 
v ‘ Mr pies tao . Musical Melange, in which many distinguished artistes will 
now on the stage. Mr. Betty 18 In appear- | cmeene ‘To conclude with the farcical skerch, in one act 
ance what our !mmortal Bard would lead | cntitled FOR the BENEFIT of the PLaYFUL CRUCO- 
.: . DiLe. 
us to suppose Sir John Falstaff was—a, Ses 
tine, portly, jo enolial r , | FDEVOLUTION IN St AIN.—Espartero at Madrid — 
° " I : y J Ny old English gentleman, | L& Amongst the latest adaition to Madame TUSSAUD'S 
with a smile on his countenancé, rosy | unique collection are portrait models of her Majesty the 
noks } ; i a.‘ : *.| Queen of Spain and general Espartero, Also the Duchess 
cheeks, a dimple in his . chin,, a pair of | oi Gloucester, the Queen Mother, the Sultan of ‘Turkey, tue 
sparkling eyes, a pleasing voice, and a Emperor Nicholas of Russia, &c.—Bazaar, Bakerestreet, 
mind brim full of wit: . ome | Portman-square. Open from eleaen till ten.— Admission, 
ull of wit; the only difference | 1s; Napoleon Rooms, 64. 


we can discern, is tl is : ious in | <yaino DE VENISE. 218. HIGH HOLBORN. Thi 
his babi is that he is abstemious in | —AsiNo DE VENISE, 218, HIGH HOLBORN. This 
ils habits and a true andkind-hearted gen- iC 




















very popular and splendid establishment is now open 
tleman i ‘ -_ | every evening, having durmg the recess; been re-decorated 
7. brim full of . benevolence. His | by Messrs. Bachmayer, Bull, (artists of the Crystal Palace) 

son, W ho is following in the steps Nis | and assistants. in a costly and magnificent manner. The 
j j ahs wg hole of the Pill Pilast d Walls | t lined 
‘ > > ° |} whole Oo 1e lilars, ilasters, an alls have been (in<@ 

oss, & equally esteemed for his gentle- | with upwards of Three Hundred and Fifty Superb ! lates 
manly and kind feeling to all who know |°Silver Glass. A new fioor laid down in the Bu} Room. 
him, and who b . | Ao entirely new Orchestra eré¥fed, together with many al- 
, ’ f 10 bears an excellent name _ in |terations and im:rovements, too numerous to particulariz: 
the profession to which he i ns is now open fur the Winter Season. Mr. W. M. Packer's 
hetwo s f the 1: ected ts nament. Grand Band will perform Lew compositions prepared for the 
ons of the late lamented Justice | occasion. Doors open at half-past 8 and close at 12, Ad- 


Talfourd were amongst the guests, who a- | ™Ss’2_One Shilling. 


mused the company to a great extent, par- | PDORTRAIT OF GARRICK.—A very finely executed 


i ; | Lithographic portrait of the ce'ebrated David Garrick 
ticularly the elder, who is the author of | from an pore sicture painted by Zoflany for George Col- 
several admirable buriesques and Who |man the elder, for his Belmont Gallery at Uxbridge, has 
will one day b high © |just been published by Mr. Mc Kenny. This Picture is 
y be a higher ornament to the [considered to be the only faithful likeness of the great 


profession he is so closely studying, that of | peters and may be had at 19, Cumming-sirect, Pentonville. 
: ° F rice 5s, 
the Bar. Nothing could excel the hilarity 
of the evening, indeed the whole day WaS | Published every Wednesday Afternoon at 4 o'clock by 
one of which, that ought + | Vickers, 28, Holywell-strect, Strand, for the Proprietor, 
M gh to be recorded in W. Bestow 19,°U or) 63Cumm: Street, Pentonville, 
the annals of happy hours. hog yt oh ges gry pee oy 


where all commuuications are to be sent: and Sold by 
J. Allen, Warwick-lane; Harris, Blackfriar’s-road; Gil- 





PROVINCIALS. |bert, Paternoster Row; Shaw and Wilson, 7, Bridges 
MANCHESTER — Theatre Royal Mr. Da Street, Covent Garden; and all Booksellers and News- 
oy oT ree ~ | vendors. 


venport and Miss Fanny Vining terminated | Manchester, Jameg Daggett, 52, Great Ancoats and Mr. 
their second engagement at this House on | eng genie E. Forsyth, 24, Scotland — 
Saturday last, and this week the Populas!towns. ol, To be bad, by orden, jn, any, of the, AAT 














